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like a cad or remain dead. I prefer the former. Leo said that
to get the best out of a love-affair one should never ask for
more passion than the beloved one is competent to provide.
It is impossible to convey the amount of erotic disillusion in
Leo's voice as he said this. Wordsworth would have called it
disappointment recollected in tranquillity. Apropos of Gibbon,
Macaulay, and Carlyle, Leo defined History as " the way things
get about."
Oct. ii         Spent nearly all day at the lawyer's making my
Wednesday, will. Left him at 5 and went to see a picture at
the Empire. Got to my doctor's at 7, got away
from him at half-past, and in the Little Theatre at 8 for a cheerful
play about a neurasthenic who was sent to a mental nursing
home and turned into a lunatic. Arranged with Jock to bring
a cold fowl and bottle of wine to Ernest's. I had had no food
all day, and the arrangement was that we should gobble and swig
these down, write twelve hundred words about the film for the
Tatkr> then motor back to Westcliff about 2 A.M. Carried out
my part of the programme, but no Jock, so ate a very worried
supper all by myself. Much too tired to write the article by
hand, so motored back to Westcliff, relying on local typist to
get me out of my difficulty early in the morning, which she did.
Had an early telephone call from Jock saying he had fallen
asleep at home, which I must and do believe because I know
he has been suffering from insomnia. But whatever the cause
the effect is the same on me, and I get into Lear-like rages which
approximate to nerve-storms and from which I do not recover
for two days.
Oct. 24 Lunched at the Savage Club. Nearly lost my temper
Tuesday, with Herman Finck, because he would have it that
Glazounov was a better composer than Berlioz.
However, I didn't quarrel, and forgave him because of his saying
that Basil Cameron, when he conducts Sibelius, looks more like
a tobacco-pouch than ever !